	"Part of your problem is fear, you know."
	She was always full of explanations for an inferior personality, something that other inferior personalities are always so very good at.  It takes imperfection to know imperfection, wise men would always say.  It wore on me over the years, a deluge of doubt, a lacking of self-confidence.  It is almost impossible to hold a sense of worth when all you know is how everything you do is wrong.
	There was always the cup of coffee though.  That steaming hot brew of stimulant, rich with mountain flavor and just enough cow-juice to soften the edge a bit.  "Just two spoons of sugar helps the medicine go down." Mary Poppins never knew just how brilliant she really was.  I could sit in that chair for hours, the one right next to the only window shaded by the large oak tree outside.  It may be the dead of Florida summer and the seat next to that window would still be comfortable, the sun never in your eyes.  Just slip the connection into the network jack underneath the table and I'm there, my perfect spot in heaven. The entire world at my fingertips…just far enough to keep the rest of me from harm. 
	Perfection: a big, jet-black mug filled to the rim with coffee refreshment, legs propped up on a foot stool, body sinking into a giant, cushioned chair and a whole world for the taking resting on my lap. Just log in and forget all worries. 

Good Morning Reptile…
Monday, October 16, 2000
================
you have 1 new mail message in your inbox.

Command:

	Funny how anything new and exciting in one's life always begins with a total surprise.  For almost six months I'd been coming to this same place, logging into the cyber-café's exclusive network (connecting their 40+ locations across the nation) and this was my first email. Guess the music and comic sites would have to wait a moment.
	
To:Reptile@coffeenet.net
From:Harle@coffeenet.net

Sometimes it’s a handshake and sometimes it's just a word…but in the end it's all the same.
Simple, sweet and concise…

Hello!
=':'=

	"How fun, " I thought, "somebody wants to make friends. I think I could play this game…"

To:Harle@coffeenet.net
From:Reptile@coffeenet.net

Hi there! You obviously found me, so what comes next?
Do I get to know who you are?
Do I get to learn anything about you?

	Five minutes later…

To:Reptile@coffeenet.net
From:Harle@coffenet.net

For now I am Harle, as in Harlequin, and I am your riddle.
You are Reptile and you are 20ish and male.
You have brown eyes and brown hair and your affinity is the moon.
Now I must take leave of you and this place…but you will dream of me. =':'=
	The drive home was an interesting one to say the least.  I found it impossible to stop myself from picturing a smallish girl, sitting in front of the computer complete with a bell-laden jester's cap and black and white face paint.  Images of her giggling quietly to herself as she typed away almost got me into an accident. Damn it, why do they always know that we're going to dream of them?

	"I thought you said you were going to come right home, I've had dinner waiting for you for awhile."
	I looked up from quiet contemplation to see Miranda standing there with anger in her eyes. I'd obviously screwed up again, my afternoon ritual of computer and coffee didn't seem to hold with any of her scheduled plans.  Smiling weakly, I put my books down and followed her to the dining room.
	"I'm sorry baby, I'd forgotten you said you'd be over today, " I said as I reached for a bowl out of the cabinet and started serving myself some pasta out of the pot, "On the drive home I just got the urge to relax over a cup of coffee."
	She rolled her eyes, like always, "You and that damned café! You're going to waste away your life and all that caffeine is going to give you a heart attack in the process! You should've spent your time at my grandparents, they wanted you to wash the deck on their boat."
	"Do they even use that boat? It seems like it hasn't touched water since I've met them." 
	"It doesn't matter, I told them you'd be there, make sure you write that down and get over there tomorrow after work. Got it?" 
	I couldn't help but let out a sigh, this conversation having turned extremely exhausting on the spirits, "Yeah, I'll be there. I think I'm heading to bed early tonight, I'm not feeling so well."
	"Alright, I guess I'll go now then. You're not any fun tonight anyway, " she said as she reached for her things.
	"Oh…alright…well, have a good night…" that managed to deflate me more than she'd know.
	"Don't forget about my Grandparents." she opened the door and stepped out, barely allowing an I love you to pass from my lips before the door closed.

	It was true enough; I did love her, even if she had that way of being such a bitch sometimes.  Girls have a wonderful sense of manipulation and control, something that guys never seemed to learn as well.  It was fine though, I didn't mind doing the occasional favor for her grandparents.  If I wanted to spend some time at the café afterwards, then it'd be a good reward for a morning's work.  I would just mean that I'd have to get up a bit earlier than usual.  I'd heard rumors that sunrises were awfully beautiful anyway.

	Very special moments often begin with an act of total defiance.  I tried to convince myself of that over and over as I logged on to the computer system.  I'd wanted to be up early enough to get everything nice and squeaky clean for her grandparents, but sleep was just a little too alluring and with the afternoon now coming into full effect I couldn't put the coffee shop off any longer.  My curiosity was overwhelming.

Good Morning Reptile…
Tuesday, October 17, 2000
================
you have 1 new mail message in your inbox.

Command:

